trig$e  that was  rapidly becoming more and  more
interesting.
Still panting, she began by explaining that she had
run all the way (and she had been obliged to knock
her milk-jug over in order to get an excuse for getting
out at all) because Mademoiselle was really ill now
with a fit of weeping and choking which prevented her
from replying at once as Monsieur had asked, but
when she was better she would reply, and meanwhile
could she.have just one little word, now, at once?
The cruelty of the test he was putting her to was
now brought home to him; but he replied in deliberately
ambiguous phrases, unwilling to spoil the effect he had
created, yet willing to soften it a little and soothe an
anxiety he did not intend wholly to remove.
It was not until after lunch that the maid was
able to return. This time Catherine did not lie. Like
the spring gushing forth from the lightning-riven rock
she poured out her heart's feeling unreservedly. Her
very handwriting, ragged and sloping, was like an old
woman's tottering, trembling hand.
She confessed that her distress had been so un-
bearable that for a time she had thought she loved him
no longer, exclaiming: "My God, why did I ever meet
him ?" It was for that reason, for fear of coming to hate
him in such moments of acute crisis, that she demanded
a respite, only a short respite. . . . and to this end she
clutched at random at any straw that looked as though
it might support her: she was going to try to make
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